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The thief had been a trifle surprised

to find the door of the room unlocked;
but his surprise amounted to momen-

tary stupefaction when, having en-

tered stealthily, he found himself look-

ing into the terrified eyes of a woman.
iShe was on her knees by an ope? safe,
and the light of the candle she had
placed on a chair beside her showed

stopped, her face flaming and paling
by turns. "Oh, I heard someone com-
ing! Jim, Jim, what shall I do!"

They both stood listening; she with
tense face and parted lips, he in a
bored, uninterested way that bespoke
nerves of steel! She ran to his side
and cluug to him, tremulous and hys-
terical. The touch of her clinging
hands, the contact of her soft draper-
ies and softer, faintly perfumed hair,

him the ivory loveliness of her face,
framed in its streaming hair.

When she saw him she let fall a lit -

tie chamois leather bag which she had
just taken from the sale and clasped it was clearly no moment for senti-bot- h

hands to her breast. nent. and already his resourceful
"Jim!" she gasped. "Jim!'
The thief recovered his self control

at once, and coming forward, sealed that escape was impossible, but . he
himself in an armchair opposite to her knew that there was only one thing
and surveyed her with some amuse-- ( for iim to do. He took the bag gen-men- t.

tly from her unresisting fingers, thrust
"This is a surprise party, ma jt jnt0 an inner pocket, and sprang

cherie!" he said, lightly, with a gay away from her toward the open door,
smile that went well with his dare- - That which he had known to be il

eyes and bold, sharply-cu- t fea- - evitable took place. The room clicked
tures. "I did not know you had taken suddenly into a dazzling brilliance and
to felonious practices. Hut by Jove, ne founi himself blinking into the bar-ho- w

the deuce " and he arched his rej 0f a revolver. He had-littl- e diffi-eyebro-

and gave a low whistle of Culty in recognizing the tall, blonde,
astonishment as he gazed at the com- - pajama-cla- d leveler of the revolver as
plicated machinery of the massive safe Lc-irc- l Mordon, whose portrait he had
door. She rose from her knees and frequently seen in the illustrated pa:
confronted him; a slim, girlish figure '

pers.
ia her soft dressing gown, trembling "Hands up," said that young gentle- -

Trom head "to foot, white lipped and man, quietly, for the thief 's hands had
ashen-faced- . shot instantly and instinctively to the

"I knew how to open it," she fal- - bulging side pocket of his overcoat,
tcred! "I hid in here one day and That 's it! " aa he was smilingly obey- -

watched Lord Mordon do it. Oh, Jim, e(j "Mow but great Scott!"
for heaven's sake go, or we shall be jjjs eyes had fallen upon the woman,
heard! Why did I do it t Oh, why did wno na staggered down upon a chair
I do it!" and was regarding the thief with wide,

A cynical smile played about the bewniered eyes,
thief's clean-shave- n lip. j "Mrs. Wytham " he gasped; "what. . . 'ii J.lillJ v A
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coniured up a host of bitter-swee- t

' memories that the thief had long ago
' considered dead and buried; and for
an instant the candlelight shone upon
a sudden moisture in nis eyes. xui

brain had mapped out the course of
action he meant to follow. He knew

ever
The thief's eyes telegraphed their

urgent message to her, and the thief
himself addressed bis captor.

"The lady interrupted me," he said
wandlv: "I was threatening her with
my shooter as you arrived, intending
to tje ner Up and make tracks."

The woman had Toused herself with
an effort, and the color was coming
slowly back to her face.

4j came down for my book," she
ga;d t0 Lori Mordon. "I couldn't
sleep, and thought I would read. Oh,
Archie, it was awful! He threatened
to shoot me if I made any noise, and
j was so terrified! What could I do!"

"Mrs. Wytham," said Lord Mordon,
will you kindly go into the hall and

telephone down to the police station!
They'll send up a couple of men in ten
minutes or so."

Mrs Wytham got up.
"OH, I don't know how to telephone,

Archie," she said. "I've never done
it before., But can't I stay here while
you g0f You" can give me his pistol
i jike pm gure he's not going
to be any trouble. If he is well, you
know what a good Bnot 1 am."

But as eoon ag Lord Mordon 's broad
8houlders had disappeared through the
doorway into the dark hall beyond his
m0Diie face resumed its normal expres- -

gion of bage aujacity. Mrs. Wytham,
who had divined his swiftly conceived
plan with true feminine intuition,
thrust the revolver into Ms hands,

"Through the window, quick!" she
whi?pered. "I'll know what to say to
him , when he comes back. Oh, quid:,
quick for heaven's sake!"

He laughed softly, with shining eyes,
kissed his hand to her, and ran swiftly
across the lawn that lay smooth and
blanched in the light of the fulj moon.
She waited a moment or two, then,
having cleverly imitated the sounds of
a scuffle stamping and pushing the
chairs about in a manner sufficiently
grotesque to warrant a verdict of
lunacy from any chance beholder she
rushed to the door, almost falling into
the arms of Lord Mordon.

"Oh, he's gone!" she cried. "I was
not looking at him, and he sprang at
me and wrenched the revolver out of
my hands. Oh, how awful it is? He
looked so broken and miserable, 1
thought he was safe!"

"Dash it, yes!" said Lord Mordon
viciously, repressing a stronger ex-

plosive. "I thoughth so, too! I'm go-

ing after him; he's probably got his
pockets stuffed with notes. House the
house, Mrs. Wytham, and send the oth-
er fellow after me. Which way did he
gof" .

But the house was soon roused more
effectually than by any screams of hers.
The sharp craek of a revolver shot
broke upon a momentary lull in the
gale, followed by another, then the din
of the driving wind swallowed up all
sounds for a while. Mrs. Wytham
crouched on her chair, shivering and
sobbing. She had misdirected Lord
Mordon; but it appeared that she had
done so to no purpose.

Two days before Lord Mordon had1
asked her to marry him, and she had
told him very gently and sweetly that
she could never be more than a friend
to him, she had always supposed, as
the world supposed, that her husband
was dead, and this was the death blow
to a hundred pathetic hopes. Then,
kneeling there with that white, upturn
ed face upon her knee, and the dark
trees murmuring about them an ad-

mirable e of which she was
completely unconscious she told him
her story from that miserable day six
years before, when in a frenzy of un
reasoning rage she had sent her hus
band (innocent as she soon knew, of
that which she had laid to his charge)
away from her forever, to the shame-
ful record of her share in that even
ing's happenings.

When the thief opened his eyes he
was lying in a cool wmte bed in a
room wherein the lights were softly
shaded. He could remember nothing
and when he tried to sit up and lpok
about him a sharp pain stabbed his
side, and turning his head, looked into
the kindly eyes of Lord Mordon, who
was sitting beside the bed.

"An explanation of affairs would
greatly oblige," he said languidly.
glancing round the luxurious room;
this an improved Wormwood Serubbs
run by your lordship as a society fadf
in wmh case, will vou be so kind as
to summon my valet to bring me some
DreaktastT I'm hungry and "

ihe whimsical voice ceased abrunt
ly. Lord Mordon had leaned forward
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clared vehemently. "Indeed, it's ter-
rible! I've sold my diamonds long ago;
the things I wear are wretched imita-
tions. And I've been losing money at
bridge, and and horse racing. Oh,
Jim, be generous and go! Lord Mor- -
don's bedroom is just above us and he
will hear us! Oh, I would kill myself
rather than be caught! For the sake of
old times, Jim!"

The thief settled himself more com- -

fortably in the chair and stretched his
muscular arms languidly.

"Old times, eh!" he said, stifling a
yawn. "Dear me, how melodramatic
we are! Do you mean to tell me you
ever think of those old times!" ,

Her white lips were trembling jute- -

ously.
?I would give the whole world to un- -

do-- the past!" she said passionately;
"if it is any satisfaction to you to
know that. Oh, how cruel you are to
torture me so! It isn't like you as
you used to be, Jim!" .

He laughed grimly.
"I am not as I used to be; thanks

ttf you!" he said bitterly; then rising
and speaking more briskly, "but, of
course, I'm going. I was only teasing
you. There is honor among members
of my I beg your pardon our profes- -

sion, and this is clearly your show.
But how in the name of all that's won- -

derful do you intend to dispose of the
thing!"

' A nervous smile twitched her color;
less lips. . .1

"I have friends" she began, then
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Weakened Vitality
Impoverished Blood
f TfJ5K Read what Ayer's
I w i X Sarsaparttla did

for a well-know-n

city missionary,
who writes :

"I was for many yeany sufferer from boils and
other eruptions of a like

nature, caused by the impover
V ished state of my blood. My
appetite was poor and my system
good deal run down. Knowing the
value of

AVER'S
Sarsaiparilla
by observation of the good it had done
to others, I began taking it. My appe-

tite improved almost from the first
dote; then my general health im-

proved, and now it is excellent. I
feel a hundred per cent, stronger, and
I attribute this result to Ayer's Sar-saparil- ia,

which I recommend with
all confidence as the best blood medi-
cine ever devised."

As now made, Ayer's Sarsa-paril- la

contains no alcohol.
There are many imitation

Sarsapariilas.
Be sure you get "Ayer's."

PrMrd by Dr. J. C. Ajer k Co., lowell, Mu., U.S.A.
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POTTERY AND
BRASSES, Cala-
bashes, Mats, Fans,ffw Baskets, Souvenir
Postcards, Largest
dealers in South Pa-
cific Curios in the
Tvorld.
HAWAII & SOUTH
SEAS CUEIO CO..

Young Building, Bishop Street.
(Under Electric Sign.)
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Meets Monday and Fridav nisrhts at
8 o'clock, Kilohana Art League, under
me uirecuon 01

OTTO BURMESTER

Information furnished by Otto Bur--
mester at WALL, NICHOLS CO Kinff
St. Telephone Store 261, Res. 1179.

and the light shone on his hazard face.
y.Airs. wytham has told me every-

thing," he said quietly: "will you
suaice nanasi"

The thief did not move, and his cvn
ieal smile crept back to his lips.

"Then she cannot have told you ev
erything," he said bitterly; "men like
you do not want to shake hands with
professional thi "

"Rot! " said the young fellow, blunt
ly; "as if I eared, after tonight!"

bo they clasped hands, and the !

thief s face flushed strangely. Then
Lord Mordon rose.

"I'm going to send her to you," he
said; "and look here, sb wants you
to take her away with you, to one of j

l. 1 : t i 1

nit? tuiumes. jl nave a large iarm in
Manitoba, and I want a manager for
it. If you will take the place I wili be

very pleased. "
His boyish face was crimson, and he

avoided the thief's eyes. The thief lay
very still for a few" seconds; then he
spoke. Perhaps it was from weakness
that his voice was unsteady.

"You make me think there jnust be
a few decent fellows in the worldf 1
did not think there were any theft! Of
course, I'll take the place! But I don't
know what to say; how to thank you.
Perhaps Ida may know better!"

At that the other laugher harshly,
and comprehension dawned in the
thief's pitying eyes.

"No!'" said Lord Mordon quickly;
"T will not let her thank me. I have
borne enough without that!" and he
went out of tjje room.

A few seconds later the thief, known Hi
to a large c'.rcle of friends six years
before as James Barrington Wytham,
was looking into his wife's tear-staine-

face.
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NO ONE EVER THINKS TO CRITICIZE THE
APPEARANCE OF GENTLEMEN WHO WEAR

McINERNY CLOTHING
BECAUSE THEIR DRESS IS BEYOND IT.

While not made by a custom tailor, Mclnerny clothes bear
all of the earmarks of being tailored to order. The material
is wool, every thread of it; not a trace of cotton anywhere, and
the collar, that most exacting of all parts of a coat, is cut and
made so that it rolls just right and stays put. Trousers have
a decidedly swell appearance, full at the thigh and tapering
gracefully to the ankle, where they allow a generous turn.
Unusual care is bestowed on the making, and the trimmings
blend in character with the material of which the garments
are made. It would be difficult to make better clothing, prac-
tically impossible to find better anywhere. We have it for
men and boys, stout or slim, and at reasonable cost to you.
You'd better give the matter of dress a thought.

M. McINERNY, LTD.
FORT AND MERCHANT STREETS.


